How late allegeance fled, 


C If Rfucrsrage againſt the Sea. 
And ſwell with ſoddeine rayne ; 
How glad are they to fall agayne, 
And trace their wonted traine 


Ok Trattours, how it ſped 


Ak fire by foꝛte wolde fozge the fall 


Dk any ſumptuouſe place, 
Ik water floods byd him leave ok, 
His flames he wyll diſgrace. 


If God command the wyndes to ceaſe, 


His blaſtes are lapd full low: 


It God command the ſcas to calme, 


And ofhis voluntarte wyll, 


| Whoclimes withouten holde on bre, 


— * 


All thinges at Gods commandemtt be, 


To paſſe the boundes of duties lawe, 


Thep wyll not rage oꝛ flow. 


If he their ſtate regarde: 
And no man liues whoſe deſtinie 
By him is vnp2eparde, 

But when a man fozſakes the ſhip, 

And rowles in wallowing waues ; 


His owne god hap depꝛaues: 


How ſhal he hope to ſcape the gulfe - 


How ſhal hc thinke to deale - 


Hou ſhal bis fanſie bꝛing him ſound 


To Saftics ſhoꝛe with ſaple - 
Ho lu ſhall his fraight in fine ſuccede 2 
Alas what ſhall he gapne - |- 


. 


N hat feare by ſtoꝛms do make him quake 


How ofte ſubiecte to payne? | 
How ſundzie times in Dangers den 
Is th:zowne the man bn wyſe - 


Beware, Jhim aduze. | | 


All ſuch as truſt to falſe contracts, | 


Oz ſecret harmes conſpire - 


We fure, with Noztons they Wal tafte 


A right deſerued hire. 
They cannot loke fo2 better ſpœde 
Nodeath fo2 ſuch to fell? | 
God grant the tuſtice of the wozlde 
Put by the paynes of hell. 
Fo ſuchapenſtue caſe it is, 
That Engliſh harts did dare 


Oz of their cuntrie tare. 
And mercie hath ſo longrelealt | 
Otfendours (God doth know) | 
And bountie of our curtcous Queene 
To long hath ſparcd her foe. 


But God, whoſe grace inſpires her harte, 


W yll not abyde the ſpight | 
'Of Rebels rage, who rampe to reach 

From her, her title quight. | 
Although ſh flowe in pitifull zeale, 
And loueth to ſucke no biod: 
pet Goda caueat wyll her lend 

T appeaſe thoſe Uipers mode. 


8 A man that ſ&s his houſe on fire, 


N ll ſeke * flame: 
Els from the ſpople ſome parte conuer, 
Els ſeke the heate to tame. 
A ho ſœe a penthouſe wether beate, 

And heares a boiſtrouſe wynde: 


Vut bædefull ſaſetie of himſelfe, | 


N yll foꝛte him ſuccour fynde? 
Che pitifull pacient Pellican- 
- Her blod although ſhe ſhed: 
Pet wyll ſhee ſeme her date to end, 
O2 ay — young be ſped. 
"be Cagle flynges her pon 
I ſight of ſunne = 


. | 
* 


Unperfec fowles ſhe deadly hates, 


And rightly ſuch mil vle, 
C Impꝛinted at I. 


- — . 


F late (alas) the great vntruth | The 


' God Lo2de how hits the ter: their 


| Againſt the father, ſonne th; 


A ęoꝛbe wyꝛe. and ot vis tatali tarewel. 


The fatal fine of Traitours loe: 
By Juſtice due, deſcrupng ſoe. 


IJ beardit once of olde: 


N ho liſt to know, ſhal here: uur And with the kyng of byꝛdes did ſertue 


By Fame, J heard it tolde 
And do woe the wolde not fal fe no, 
But higher ſtpt hid mou: 


Til paſt her reach(ſaith olbe repoꝛte) 


_ | Shame madca backe recour 
J touch no Armes herein at all 
Baut ſhewa fable wyſe: 
Whoſe moꝛall ſence doth repꝛ⸗ 
Pk clpmers hype the gupſe. 
Who bupldes a houſe of many , 
and laith not ground work 
But doth ertozte the ground l g. 
His buildyng can not dure 
¶ N ho ſekes ſurmiſing to diſp 
a Ruler ſent by GOD: 
Is ſubiec ſure, dt uoide of grace. 
The cauſe of his owne rod. 
A by2ve that wyll her neſt defyle 
By right ſhould loſe a wyng: 
And then is ſhee no flying fow/*, 
But low as other thyng. 
And he that loſeth all at games, 
Oꝛ ſpendes in kowle erceſle : 
And hopes by haps to heale his harme, 
ul dzinke of deare diſtreſſe. 
Co ſpeake of bꝛydles to reſtrapne 
This wplfull'wapwardcrewe : 
They care not fo; the boke of God, 
To Pꝛinces, men vntrue. 


To tunkrye, cauſers of much woe, 


Ta faithfull frendes, a fall: 


And Styctr owne eſtates, aſtyng, 


© others, ſharpe as gall. 


O Lowe, how long theſe Lizcrds lurkt, 


God GOD, how great a whyle 


Mere they in hand with feigned harts 


Their cuntrpt to dekple⸗ 


Vow did they frame their furniture: 


Hob fit they made their toles: 


Hou —— ſought our englyſh Trole 


To beypng to Komaine ſcoles. 
Mob Simon Pagus plapd his parte, 
ho- Babilon bawde didrage: 


| How Baſan bulles begon to bell, 


How Judas ſought his wage. 


Vo Jannes and Jambzes did abyde 


The bꝛunt of bꝛaineſicke acts, 


How Dathan, Choze, Abiram ſemd 


To daſh our Moyſes faas. 
How Romaine marchant let a freſh 
is pardons b2aue a ſale, 
How alwapes ſome againſt the Truth 
Wolde dꝛeame aſcnceles tale. 


' Gods vicar from his god receaued 


The keyes to loſe and bynd: 


Vaals chaplein thoght bh? fire wol 


Such was his pagan mynd. 5 


That ſaith ſuch men ſhall her 
In their religion hot noꝛ colde 
Ok much varietie. 


And ſund2y ſo2ts of ſecs ſuru 


Diuiſton ſhall appeare : 

ue, 
Gainſt mother, daughter ee. 

Js it not come to paſſe trow pi 4? 
pea, baſtards ſure they bee, 

TW ho dur god mother Que ne o. 

Mithſtand rebellioullie. 


0 


x ones downe Can God his vengeance long r-tati 


Where his true ſeruants fœle 


Iniurtouſe ſpights of godleſſe men, 
' Whoturne as doth a whele - 


n by Flexander Lacie. fo: Denrfe Kyzkeham, dwellyng at the lig ne 


1 Boye, at the middle Nozth doze of Paules church, 


{ 


[4 
: 


: 
* 


Crane wolde flye vp to the @unne, 


Ho no, bis ſuſtryug long (be ſare) 
M pl pay his foes at laſt: 
is mercye moued once awap, 
He ſhall them quight out caſt 

TA ith ſentence iuſt fo; their vntruth, 
And b2eakpng of his wpll : | 
Lhe fruits oftheir ſedictous ſ&ds, 
The barnes of earth ſhall fpll. 
The ir ſoules God wot ſoze clogdw crime 
And their poſteritie 
Beſpotted ſoꝛe with their abuſe, 
And ſtand by their follie. 
Their liuyngs left their name a ſhame, 
Lheirdedes with poyſon ſped; 
Their deathes a wage fo2 want ot grace 
Their honours quite is dead, - 
Their fleſh tofeede the kytes and crowes 
Their armes a maze fo2 men: 
Their guerdon as eramples are TL 
To daſh dolte Dunces den. 178 
CThꝛow vp pour ſnouts pou ſluggich ſozte 
You mumming maſkyng route: 


Erxtoll your erclaniations vp, 


Baals chapleines, champions ſtoute. 


Panke ſute fo2 pardons, papiſts bꝛaue, 


Foz traitours indulgence : 
Send out ſome purgatoꝛie ſcraps, 
Some Bulls with Peter pence. 
© ſwarme of D2ones, how dare ye ſtyl 
With labouryng Bes contend z 
Pou ſought foꝛ honie from the hines, 
But gall pou found in end. 8 
Theſe waſpes do waſt, their ſtings be out 
Their ſpight wyll not auaple: 

Theſe Peacocks pꝛoude are naked lefte 
Of their diſplayed taple. 
Theſe Turkye cocks iu cullour red, 

So long banelurkt a lofe : j 
Che Beare (althongh but Now of fote) 
Hath plua his wynges by pzofe. 
The Pone her bozowedlight hath loft, 
She waynedas we ſe: 
N ho hoped by hap of others harmes, 
A A full Bonc once to be. : 
The Lyon ſuffred long the Bull, 
4 —— _ 2 to trpe: 
ntyll the Bull was rageyng wod. 
And from his ſtake did he 
Chen time it was to bid him ſtay 
Perfoꝛce, his hoznes to tut: 1 
And make him leaue his rageing tunes 
In ſcilente to be put. | 12 


And all the calues of Baſan kynd 


Are weaned from their wich: 
The Bircan Tigers tamed now, 
Lemathon eates no fiſh. 
Beholde befo2c pour balefull epes 
The purchace of pour parte, 
Suruepy pour ſodeine ſoꝛrowful ſight 
M ith tghes of dubble harte. 
Lament the lacke of pour alies 
Keligtous rebells all: 


Be wepe that yll ſucteſſe ot pours, 


Come curſe pour ſodeine fall. 
And when ve haue your guiles out ſought 

And all your craft appꝛoued, 
Peccaunimus ſhall be pour ſong 

Pour ground wozke is remoued. 
And loke how Noztons ſped their wills 

Cuen ſo their ſect ſhall haue, 
No better let them hope to gapne 

But gallowes without graue. 


C FINIS. & William Gibſon. 
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